
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.U.g.ig) OctclVO 










Hi 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.19) OctaVO 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (Cl2.g.ig) OctaVO 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC22313) LONDON,l634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.ig) Octavo 








y~ /- 

%? £.yZ*z C f ^ / 



' 

'£y-*~y Jtfcr b{ 

v/ . ^r~? • 



■*s£<- A&~ ‘y^TZ'i 












v 7 y 

^ UZZT): 

Co^tf 




!i 



^ ^2-c^r €L^w^T 



ILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.ig) UCtcLVO 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.19) 







WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.19) OCtaVO 





WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.19) OctaVO 




• Wj . . iiai Vi, JL'l'VN'W* 

ready todireft thefe home, Alarmcsf 

Saena Secunda. 




Enter Gaunt, and Dutckejfe efGlocefler. 
Gaunt- Alas, the part 1 had in G letters blood, 

Doth more foliciteme than your exclaimes. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But lince corre&ion lyeth in thofe hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot corre£t s 
! Put we our quarrell to the will of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth, 

'Will ratgne hot vengeance on offenders heads* 

■ Dut. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feven tonnes ( whereof thy felfe artronC ) 

VL? <1pP vtIoIIac? 







lcvtn iuhucj* ^ wijcrcoi wuy icnc a 
W here are feven vialles of his facred blood. 

. Or feuen faire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are aryed by natures courfe. 

Some of thole branches by the deilinies cut : 

But Thomas-, my dears , <#?y life, my G lofier' 

OneV'vi fuiiof Edwards lacred blood, , 

One hourifliing branch of his moft Koyall roote 
Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor fpilt; 

Ishackt do\vne,and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe* 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was thine,that bed , that womb©,. 
That mettall,that felfe-tnould that fafliion’d thee. 

Made him a man ; and though thou liu’ft and breath’ll s, 
Tet art thou flainein him ; thou doeft content 
ir. tome large meafure to thy Fathers death, 

Jn that thou feeft thy wretched brother dy, 
p ho was the , model! of thy Fathers life, 

P^ ience {Gaunt) it is defpaire, 
nmfteringthus thy brother tohe flanghtcr’d 

E \ Thm 
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The t>ife am ucaw 

Thou {Jhew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching fterne murther- how to butcher thee: 

That which in rrteane men we intitle patience 
3 s pale cold cowardife in noble breafts : 

W hat fliall I fay, to fafegard thine owne life, 

Thebeft wayis to vengemy plotters death- 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubftitute 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caus’d his death , the which if wrongfully. 
Let hea ven revenge, : for I may neuer lift 
An angry armeagainft his Miniftet* 

But - W here then ( alas ) may I complaine my felfe? 
Gan . To heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence, 
But * Why then I will * farewell old Gaunt* . 
Thou go’ ft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford , and fell Mmbray fight : 

0 fit my husbandswrongs on Herefords fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breaft t 
Or ifmisfortune mifle the firft carreerc, 

"Bo. Mowbrayes finnes fobeavy in his bofome, 

That they may breake his foamingcourlers backe, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytifferecreant to my Co fin Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy jpmetimes hr others wife 
With her companion Grecte ,Vsuie end ho life, 

Gau. Sifter fare well ; I muft to Coventry, 

As much good flay with thee , as go with rm 
But. Yet one word more Csezte bounderin^hefeit' 
Not with the empty hollownefle, but weight* ( falls; 

1 take myleaue before I haue begun, 

For farrow ends not ; when.it feemeth done- 
Commend me to my brother Edvard Yorke. 

Loe, thisis all •" nay yet depart not fo, 

1 hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, 

I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 

With allgoodipeedat Plejhie vifite me- 
Alacke,and what fhall good old Yorke there fee 
But empty lodgings, apd uiifiirnifh’d walles. 



* 
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Vn*peopf<J Offices, uritroden ftones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feeke outforrow, that dwels every where: 
Defolate,defoIate will I hence and-dye, 

The laft leave of thee,takes my weeping eye- Exeunt* 

Selena Tertia . 



’Enter Marfball, and %Aumerle* 

Mar . My L. Aumerle , is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 
Aum. Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in, 
Mar.The Duke of Norfolke, fprightfully and bold , 
Stayes but the furomons of the Appellants Trumpet. 

Au. Why then the Champions, are prepaf d,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. 

r F4onrifhc 

t-nter King, Gaunt, Butty , Bagot,Greene, 
find others*. Then Mowbray in sir- 
mor, and Harrold, 

A/^.Marffiall, demand of yonder Champion 
lne caufe of his aravall herein Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To fvyeare him in the j'uftice of his caufe. 

An , a *f In Gods Name, and the Kings, fay who thou arc. 
And why thou com ft, thus Knightly clad in Armes > 
Agamft what man thou command what's thy quarrel! 
£ Z/.Y Knighthood, and thineiS, * 

As fo defend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

w , My nameis Tho. t-Afowbray Uuke of Norfolke 
Who h^her come engaged by my oath 

£ hr. dC CI ? d 3 Kni § ht fhould violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth, ' 

1° Cod, my King, and his fucceeding ifTue 

Ag ainft the Duke of Hereford,that appeals me. 

- f ‘ '< Ba And 
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And by the grace of God and this mine arme. 

To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A traytcr to my God, my King 3 and me, : j;f 

And as Itruely fight, defend me heaven. 

r Tucket. EnterHerefordytnd Harold , 

Etch. Marlhall: aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre; 

And formally accordingto our Law 
Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. / t u 

Mar, W hat is thy name, and wherefore com ft thou hi- 
Before King Richard in hisRoyall Lifts ? 

Againft whom com’ft thou? and what’s thy quarrel!? 
Speake like a true Knight^fo defend thee Heaven. 

Eul* Harry o i Hereford , Raneaflsr fixrd Derby t 
Am I : who ready here doe ftand in Armes, 

T° prove by heavens grace y and dry bodies valour. 

In LiltSjOn Thomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolkc, 

That he s a Traytor fouleand dangerous, 

To God oi heaven. King Richard, and tome. 

And as T truely fight, defend me heaven. 

Mar. On paine of death,no perfon befo bold. 

Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the Marlbali, and fuch Officers 
Appoynted to direct thefe fairedefignes. 

Bui. hoid Marfballdet me kifle my Soueraigties hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

FOr Mowbray and my felfe are liketwo men. 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

*ihen let vs take a ceremonius Ieaue 
Roving farewell of our feverall friends. 

Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes, 
And craves to kifle your hand, and take his leave/ 

rifin f« em J defeendjand fold him m cur armes. 
Cohn of Hereford as thy caufe is iiift. 

So be thy fortune in this royall fight ; 
f arewell, my blood ; which if to day thou fliead, 

Lameis 






tsmmmmm jit, vftU '» ' 

lament we may,but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bttl. Oh let no Noble eyeprophane a tcare 
For me, if I be goar’d with Mowbray es Ipeare: ■ 
As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird, doe I with Mowbray fight.' 

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord ^dumerle • 

Not ficke, although I have to doe with death. 
But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breathe 
Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreet 
The daifitieft laft,to make the end moft fyycet. 
Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, j r 3Vv 
Whole youthfull fpirit in me regenerate * 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 
To reach at viftory above my head, 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with thy prayers 
And .with thy blelfings fteele my Lances-poynt ' 
That it may enter Mdwbrayes waxen Goate, ' 
And furbifh new the name of hhna Gaunt 
Even in the lufty haviour of his fonne. 5 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, * 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Casks 
Of thyamaz d pernicious enemy. 

‘ 3l ° U2 , e «P th 7 youthfullblood.be valiant, and live, 
Zul. Mine innocence, and S. George to thrive. 

'J 4 ™- How ^ ver Hcaven °r fortune caft my lot. 
There lives,or dyes,trueto King Richards IhronV 
A loy all, luft, and upright Gentleman : 

Neverdid Captiue with a freer heart, 

Caft off hischaines of bondage, and embrace - 

H 1S golden uncontroul’d enfranchifement. 

More than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
w . lth mine adverfary, 

Moft m Ig hty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 
Take from my mouth, the wrfh of happy yeares 
As gentle, andas jocond, a Sto /eft, y ' 

® 3 
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Coe I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet brcaft. 

R«;l7-Farewell,my Lord , fecurely I elpie 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye : 

Order the tryall Marfhall, and begin. 

J</^r.H^rr^ofHereford,LancaIter ) and Derby 
Receive thy Lance, and heaven defend thy right; 

Bui. Strong as a Towre in hope, I cry, Amen. 
■A/ar.Goebeare this Lance to Thom# D-of Norfolk, 
i Har. Harry of Hereford ,Lancafter,and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraigne, and himfelfe, 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, • 

To prove trie Duke of NorfoIke,7“A0jw<w Mowbray^ 
ATraytor to his God,his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

i. Har. Here ftandeth Tho, Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfeand recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter,and Derby, 

To God, his Soveraigne, and to him difloyall: 
Couragioufly,and with a freedcfire. 

Attending but the fignall to begin- A charge founded. 

■Mar. Sound Trumpets, and let forward Combatants. 
Stay,the King hath throwne his Warder downe. 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets and their Speares, 
And both retume backe to their Ghairesagaine: 

W ithdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found. 

While wereturne thefe Dukes, what wedecree, 

Along flour if},* 

Draw n.eere and lift 

What with our counceil we havedone. 

For that our Kingdomes earth fliould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doe hate the dire afpe& 

Ofcivill woupds plough’d up withneyghboursfwords, 
Which fo rouz’d up with boyftrous untun'd drumtnes, 
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadfull bray, 

And grating fhocke of wrathfuil yron Armes, 

Might from our quiq£ Confines fright fairs Peace, 

And 



And make us wade even incur kindreds bloods 
Therefore, we banilh you our Territories* 

You Cofin Hereford; upon paine ofdeath. 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our fields j 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger paths of banifhment. 

Bui. Your will be done : this muft my comfort be. 
That Sunnethat warmes you here fhall Ihine on me: 
And thofe his golden beames to you here lent; 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

Rich- Norfolke: for theeremaines a heavier doome; 
Which I with feme unwillingneffe pronounce, 
Theflye flow houres fhall not determinate ' 

The dateleffe limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopeleffeword,of never to returne, 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of lifer- 

Mow. A heavy fentence my moft Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook’d for from y our Highnefle mouth : 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to becaft forth in the common ayre 
Have I deferved at your Highnefle hands- 
The Language j I have learn’ a thefe forty yeares 
(Mynative Englifh ) now I muft forgoe. 

And now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up,, 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

W ithin my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly purcullift with my teeth and lips. 

And dull, unfeeling, ‘barren ignorance, 

Is made my ‘gaoler to attend on me t 
I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupil! now % 

What is thyTentence then^but fpcechfefle death. 

Which robs, my tongue from breatheing native breath ?• 
Rich. It boots thee not to becompaflionate, 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late* 

Movir. 



N 
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Mow. Thep thus I tume me from my Countries lirfit 
To dwell in folemne {hades of endlefle night. 

/Z/V^.Returnc againeand take an oath with thee 
lay on ourroyall Sword ,your banifht hands, * 

Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifh with your ielves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never {hall (fo helpe you Truth and Heaven) 
Embrace each others loue in baniftiment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
'This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hatej 
Nor ever by adviled purpofe meet. 

To plot, contrive, orcomplotany ill, 

Gainft V s our State, our Subje£f&,ot our Land,, 

'Bul.l fweare. 



Mow.And I to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke, fo farre, as to mine enemy, 

'By this time ( had the King permitted us) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banilh’d this frayle fepulcher of our fiefh. 

As now our flelh is banilh’d from this Land. 
Confefle thy Treafons ere thou fliethis Real me* 

Since thou haft farre to goc, beaic not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty {buie> 

.Mow . No Bulliugbrookt'. If ever I were Traitor, 

My namo be blotted from the Bookt of Life, 

. nd I from heaven banilh’d , as from hence : 

But what thou art,hcaven,thou^nd I doc know. 

And all too foooe ( I feare) the King {hall rue. 

arewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England,all the worldsmy way. 

7 . !C • Yncle,evcn in rheglaflesof thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart : thy fad afpetf, 

Hath from rl )e number of his bamlhd yeares 
l i" cK d tomtmjt fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
iveturne with wdcomehome from banilhrr.ent. 

H * How ^ on § * wwe lyes, in one little word; 

1 - Foart 



End in a word, fuchis the breath of Kings- 
Gaunt.l thanke my Liege.that in regard of me 
He fhortens foure yeares of my Tonnes exile : 

But little vantage fhall 1 reape thereby. 

For ere thde fixe yeares that he hath to lpend 
Can change the Moones , -and bring their times about, 
oyle-dnde Lampe, and ume-bewafted light 
Shall be extinft with age, and endletle night : 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my ionne. 

Rich, why Vncle, thou haft many yeares to live. 

Gawtl&wt not a minute(King)that thou canft give 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with'fudden forrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow ; 
Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age. 

But flop no wrincle in his pilgrimage 
Thy word is currant with him,for my death, 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Rich. Thy fonne isbanifh'd upon good aduice 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdi£f gave, 

Whyat our Iuftice feem’ft thou then to lovvre? 

G<i#.Tbings fweet to taft, prove in digeftion fowre : 
You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You wouM have bid me argue likea Father* 

Alas, I look c d when fome of you fhould fay, 

I was too ftriff to make mine owne away : . 

But you gave leave to rtiy unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this. wrong. 

Rich. Cofin farewelftand Vncle bid him fo: 

Six yeares we banifli him, and he fhall go. Exit. 

Flourjjb. 

■Au.Cohn fatewell;whatpre{encemuft not know 
From where you doremaine, let paper fhow. 

Mar My Lord, no leave take I ,for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hord thy words, 
That thou return’ft no greeting to thy friend s ? 




Bui. 
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, lew To talTemyreave oTyou“ 

When the tongues office fhOufd beptodigall, 

To breath th’ abundant dolour of the heart. 

G ati .lhy griefe is but thy ab fence for a time. 

Bn/, foy abient, griefe is prefent for that time* 

Gau. w hat is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? 
Bui. To men in joy, but griefe makes one home ten. 
Cjau. Call it a travel!, that thou takeft for pleafure, 
Bui. My heart will figh, When I mifcall it fo , 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage* 

Gaunt.lhc fullen paflage of thy weary Heps 
Efteeme a ioyle, wherein thou art to fet 
The precious Iewellof thy home returne. 

Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frorty Caucafm ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers heatef 
Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Thenwhenit bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

GW».Comc,come (my fonne)Ue bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, andcaufej would not flay. 

Bui. Then Kngiands ground farewelljfweetfoyleadieu, 

My Mother, and my Nurle, which beares me yet : 

Where ere I wander, boa If of this. lean, 

Ihoughbanifix d, ^ et a true- , borne:Enblifhman. ■ 

-c ! rlml :'S •. .1 ntlop .WiJL 

*' ~' t —u— ^ Tsbw^i&Tjxk- 

>*& xit'lop.v.K 
r> - •) i-Xfiv/ i.it ' 

■ 3 U* : -i ’ w .; >);< i M OV. 3 I . njj'-o. ' 7 U 

Suter Kingy^nmerle, Greeue^ aud'Baget. 
-Ricn.Wc did obferve- Cofin -d#merle } i 
How %e brought yon-high Hertford ©nf>i$Yvay. 

Aw< 



Aum. ^sought high Hereford (if yqu ealkhim fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there ! left him- 
Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting teares were fhed ? 
jtf/m.Faith none by me 1 except the Northeaft wind. 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewtne, and . loby chance 
Bid grace our hollow parting with a teate. .... 
Rich. What laid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
.^.Farewell: 8c for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
7 o counterfeit opprelfion of fuch griefe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell,had lengthen’d houres. 
And added yeeresto his Ihort bani foment. 

He Ihould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But fince it would not,he had none of me. 

-foc/n.Heisour Cofin (Cofin) but ’tis doubt, 

When time fhall call him home from banifhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Ourfelfe, and Bujhy, Bagot here and Cjreene 
Obleru’d hisCourtlhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble,and familiar eourtefie, 

W hat reverence he did throw away on flaves; 

Wooing poore Craftelmen,with thecraft of fmiles. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twere to banilh their affeds with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

VV ith thankes my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his. 

And he our fub/e&s next degree in hope. 

GV.VVell he is gone,and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for the Rebels, which handout inlrtUucl, 
Expedient mannage muft be made my Liege 
Erefurther leylure,yeeld the further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highnefle lofle. 

C 2 fret,. 



I 
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H.?ch. We will our feifein person t6 this W&re u 
Arid for our Coffers, with too great a Court/' * 

Arid liberal! Largefle , are grdwne fomewhat lights 
Wc are enforc’d to farme- our rOyall Kfealme, * 
The revenew whereof fnall furnifhus 
For our affaires in hand : if they come fhort. 

Our fubfttutes at home fhall have Blaricke-charters : 
Whereto jw hen they fhall know what men are rich, 
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold) 
And fend them after to fupply our wants : 

For we will make for Ireland prefcntly.- 
Enter Bttjhy. 

"St/fly, what newes ? 

Bu. Old Iohn aGaunt is very ficke my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath lent pod hade 
To entreat your Maiedy to vifite him. 

Rich. Where lyes he ? 

Bu. At Ely-houfe. 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyfitians mind,' 
Tohclpe him to his grave immediately ;- 
The linning of his coffers fhall inake Coates 
To decke our-Souldiers for thefe Jrifh warres. 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifithim : 

Pray heaven we may .make hade,andcome too iat efixtt. 







Enter latent ficke, ttith the Duke of Tor he. 

Gau. Will the King come; that J may breath my lad* 
InwholfomecounfeJ] to his unday d youth? 

Tor, Vex not your fel fe, nor drive .not With your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare. 

Gau. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 

Jnforce attention, like deepe harmony; T,r 

Who* 



n j-*'- 

Where words are fcarfe. they are feldome (pent in wine; 
For they breath trmh.thar breath *etf words in pame. 

He that no more mud fay, is lideri d mot 

Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glofe, , 

More are mens «£. mark'd, then them lives before. 

The fetting Surine, and- mulicke is the clofe< , 

As the lad tadeof fweetes, is fweeted lad, 

Writ in remembrance, more then t hings long pad : 

Though Richard my lives coun fell would not heare. 

My deaths fad tale, may yet un-deafe his eare, 

TV. No, it is dope with other flatt ring founds 
As prayfes of his date: then there are found 
Lacivious Meetcfs, to whofe veno me found 
The open eares of youth doth alwaies luten. 

Report offafhions in proud Italy, . 

Whofe manners dill our tardy apifh Nation 
Limpes after in bafe imitation. • 

Where doth the world thrud forth a vanity. 

So it be new, there’s no re Sped: how vile. 

That is not quickly buzz’d into their eares ? 

That all too la-'" comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will doth' mutiny with wits regard i ■■ 

Diredl not him, whofe way himtelfe will chofe, 

Tis breath thou lackd, and that breath wilt thou loots > 
Gamt. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpir d. 

And thus expiring doe foretell of him, 

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot ladj 
For violent tires foone burneout themfel-ues ; 

Small fhoures lad long',but ; fodaine dormes are fhort. 

He tyres betimes,that {purs too fad' betimes \ 

With eager feeding food doth choake the feeder j 
Light vanity;, infaitat cormorant, 

Confuming meanes foorie preyes upon it felfe. 

This royall Throne of Kihgs/ thia Scepired' Hie, 

This earth of Maiedy, thisfeateot Mats , 

This other Eden, demy Paradife,' 

Thu -Fortres built by nature for her felfe, 

Againd infeTiomand the hand of vvarre: , 

C 3 ' TbiS 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.19) OctaVO 



This happy breed of men 5 this little world. 

This precious flone fet in thq diver Sea, * 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moatc defcnfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuy of leffie happier Lands, 

This blefled plot, this Earth this Realme, this England 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kin°f J 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth * 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, * 

For Chriflian fervice.and true Chivalry, 

As is the iepulcherin rtubborne Iury 

Of the worlds ranfome, blefled Maries fonne. 

This Land offuch deare fouIes,this deare deareLand 
Deare for her reputation through the world, ‘ 
Is now Leas d out (I dye pronouncing it ) 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farmc. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whole rocky fhore beates backe the envious fledge 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with ffiame, 

V Vith Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 

J hat England that was wonttoconqur others. 

Hath made a fhamefull conqueft of it ft.. 

Ah, would the fcandall vanifh with my life 
How happy then were my enfuing death ? * 



Lmr King Queene, t^umerle^y .Green*, 

. -Bagctj-Ros } and Willoughby . 

^ 4 TbeKingiscome,deale mildly with his youth 
For young hot Coalts, being rag'd, doe rage the more. 
How fares our noble Vncle, LancaUer ? 

r ni l. 11 COl i nforC mai * ? How ill with aged Gaunt 
°h how that name befits my compofition : 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

V Vithin me gnefe hath kept a teadious fart, 

F"r^i 10ab 2 a T5^ m mcace > that is not gaunt: 
vvi C ? mg u En § Iand Ion § tIme have I watdit 

Watching breeds leannehe^eanneffe is all gaunt: 
The pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon 



is 



limy ftrift fSR,l meane my Childrens Iookes, 

And therein faffing, hart thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rid. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names f 
</W».No,mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe : 

Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

Kie. Should dying men flatter thofethat live? 

Gau . No,no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fay ft thou flatter’ tt me. 

Gau. O no, thou dyert, though I the (ickerbe. 

Rich . I am in health I breathe, 1 fee thee ill* 

Gd#.Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no Ieffer then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou too careleffe patient as thou art. 

Commit’!! thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that firft wounded thee : 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compaffe is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged in fo fmall a Verge, 

The wafteis no whit Ieffer then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Seene how his Tonnes fonne, fhould dertroy his formes, 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy Thame, 
Lepofing thee before thou wert peffert. 

Which art poffeft now to depofe thy felfe, 

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a ffiame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enicying but this Land, 

Is it not more then fhame ; to Ilia me it fb ? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 

Thy rtateot Law, is bondflave to the Law, 

And * 



Rsc£. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted fbole, 
I reluming on an Agues privelledge. 



;■ 



Par’rt 
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D ar ! ll vvitli thy frozen admonmt 
Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
\v ith fury, from his native residence ? 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that runnesfo roundly in thy head, 

Should run'ne thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 

G’ < ?«.Ohfpare me not, my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I vyas his father Edwards fonne ; 

That blood already (like the Pel lican,) 

Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows’d. 

My brother giocefter$U\\\c well meaning foule, 
(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mongft happy foules ); 
May be a prefident,and witneffe good, 

That thou relpe&’ft not fpilling Edwards blood : 
loyne with the prefent fickeneffe that I haue. 

And thy unkindnefle.be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither’dilowre. 

Live in thy (hame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed,then to my grave, 
love they to live, that love and honour have. Exit* 

Rich. And let them dye,thatage and fullens have, 
For both haft thou, and both become the grave. 

Tor. I doe befeech your Maiefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefle, and age in him : 

He Ipyes you on my life, and holds you deare 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

Rich. Right, you fay true t. as Herefords love, fo his ; 

As theirs,fo mine : and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland • 

Nor. My Liege, old Gaunt, commends him to y° ur 
Maiefty. 

if/c'^.Whatfeyeshe? 

Nor. Nay nothing,all is fayd: 

His tpEgue is now a ftringielfe inftrument. 
Wordsdife.and all, old Lancasltr hath fpent. 

Tor. 
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Tor. Be Yotke the next,that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

Jtofc.The ripeft fruit firftfals, and fo doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irilh warres. 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, where no venom clfe 
But onely they have privelledge to live. 

And for thefe great affaire!, do aske fome charge 
Towards our atliftance , - we doe feize to 11s 
The plate, coyne, and revenne-ws, and moveables. 
Whereof our'Vncle aunt 4 id ftand poffeft. 

Tor. How long ftrall I be patient ? Oh hpw long 
Shall tender d uty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Gloflers deaths nor Herefords banifhment. 

Nor G aunts rebukes, nor Englands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poore Bulltngbrooke , 

About his marriage, nor dy owne diigrace 
Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my foveraignes face: 

I am the la ft of noble Edwards f'onnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft : 

In warres vyas never Lyon rag'd more fierce : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild, 

Then was that young and Princely Oentlemah; 

His face thou half, for even fo look’d he 
Accomp’ifn'd with the number of thy bovvers : 

But when hefrovvn’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his friends^ his noble band 
Did win what he did fpend: and /pent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won ;■ 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

On sc hard, i orke is too farre gone with griefe, 
Orelfe he never would compare betweene. 

Rtch. Why Vncle, 

W hat’s the matter ? 

7 or. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, -if not. 





3 pleas’d not to be pardon'd ;am content with all: 

SeeVe you to feize,and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rightesofbanifh-’d Hereford ? 

Is not*G**xt dead?and doth not HerefordWvt? 

Was not Gaunt juft ? and is not Harry true ? 
Didnottheonedelerve tohaveanheyre ? 

Is not his heyre a well-deferving Tonne? 

Take Here fords rights away, and take from time 
His Charters, and hiscuftom ric rights : 
let not to morrow then infue to day. 

Be not thy felfe. For how art thou a King 
Butbyfaire fequenceand fucccflion ? 

Now afore God , God forbid T fay true, 

3 f you doe wrongfully feize Hereford! right. 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall , tofue 
• His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

'fou plucke a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You loofea thoufand well-difpofed hearts. 

And prickc my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and a! legeance cannot thinke. 

if/V.Thinke what you will : wefeile into our hands. 
His plate, his goods, his money,and his lands* 

Tor, lie not be by the while : My Leige farewell. 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell, 

But by badcourfes niay' bieunderftood. 

That their events can never fall out good. Exit* 

Rich- <Goe Bufrl e to the Earle of W tit [hire ftreight, 
Bid him repaire to us to Elj Houfe,^ 

To fee this bufineffe : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland , and *tis time,! trow: 

And we create in abfence of our felfe 

Our Vnckle Torke-, Lord Governer ofEngland ! 

For he is juft, and alwjyes lov’d us well* 

Comeonout QueenejtomorrovvTnhft wepart, 

Be merry , for our time of ftayis fhort. FloftriJ 

LMoinet North .Willoughby ,and&oJf- 
N«r* Well Lords, thePuke of Lancafter is dead. 



Rojf. And living too/or now his fonne is Duke*’ 
mil. Barely m title, not in revennew. 

Nor. Richly in both , if jtfftice had her right. 

R of. My heart is great : but it muft breake with filence 
Eer’t be disburthen d'with a liberall tongue. 

Nor. Nay /peake thy mind & let him ne’r fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 
ml. Tends that thou’d ft fpeake to th* D. of Hereford? 
If ft be fo.but with it baldly man: ! i J - . ; \ 
Quicke is mine care tbbeare of godd tbwards him- 
Roff. No good at all that 1 can doe for him, 

'Vnlefle you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

Nor. Now- 'afore heawri, T-aibame fhch wrongs arc 
‘ borne,: : •’ 

In him a royali Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declintng Land ; 

The King is not himfelfe ,< but bafely led 
By flatterers, and What they will iriforme 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King leverely profecute 
’Gainft us, our lives, cur chi!drcn,and our heires* 

Roff. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath lie fin’d 
tor ancient quarrels,and quite loft their hearts. 

ml. And daily new exaffions are devis’d 
As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what • 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this ? 

or, Warres hath hbt wafted it,for warr’d he hath « 

®“ baftf* ,«I*d upon comprimiae, ' hC «««!* 
That which his Anceftors atchieu’d with blowes- 

M R C /r Tu he fpCnt *P ea ce.then they in warres ’ 

R*f. The Earle ofWiltfbirc hath the n-J C - - 

R:pH e n ch ’ and defclution ^ n g c th over him 



THishnrfU. • y ur ineie Lifli warr 

f i^ourthenous taxations notwithftandm«\ 

But by the robbing of the banifti’d Duke 

D a 



[ 
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•A^r^His noble Kinfman,moft degenerate King* 

But Lords, we heare this fearefulltempeft fing . 

Yet feeke-no'fhelter to -avcyd the ftorme : 

W c fee the winde fit fere upon our- fifiles, 

And yet we ftrike not, but lecurely perifh. 

RofWc fee theuery wrackethat we muftfuffer, 

And unavoyded is the danger now 
Fcrfuftering. fe the canfes of our wraclte. 

N 01 .Not lo; even through the hollow eyes of death, ; 
1 fpie life peercing: but I dare not lay,. 

How ncere the tidings of our comfort is. 

W/ Nay, let us (bare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours. • 
Rof.Bc confident.to Tpea-ke Northumberland, j 
WeUiree,are.butthy feiiej.andfpeakingfo,' / 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

Nor. Then thus : I have from Port U Blan 
A Bay in 2> rita'we, receiv’d intelligence,- 
That Harry Duke of Hereford , Raynald Lord (fobhm^ 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifhop , late oLCanterbury^ 

Sir 7 hem at Erpingham, Sir hohn Rainfton, 

Sir Iohn Norbery ,Sir Robert-Waterton ,and Francis Ogointy 
Allthefc well.furnififd by the Dukeo {Brittaine, 
With eight tail flfips, three theufand men of warre 
Are malung hither with all due expedience. 

And flrortly meane to touch our Northerne fhore*- 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland. . 

If then we filial 1 fluke oft' our ftavifh yoa.ke,. ; • 
lurnpe out our drooping Countries..broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne.-the.blemilb d Crown#} : 
Wipe off the dull that hides the Scepters gilt, 

And make high MivjVlyJpokQiike it /eife, 

Away \vrdi mein polio Lo Raver, fpxrgh, ■ 

Bii’nf you Faint ,.as fearing to doefp; 

Stay^nH be fec.e: and my fe|fe wiilgoe. 

Jiof.'l o bone, tohorfe,urge doubts to them that- fears* 1 
Wtl. Hold out my horfc.and Lwill firft be there* 










Enter Queene, Bujhy,axd Bagot. 

Baps. Madam, your Ma/efty is too much fad. 

You promised when you parted with the King, 

To lay afidetelfe-harming heavineffe, 

And entertaine acheerefull dilpofition. 

j£«.To pleafethe King, I did : to pl$afe my felfe 
I cannot doe Jt •• yet I know no caufe 
Why T jRould welcome fuch a gueft as griefe, 

Save bidding farewell to fo fweet agueft 
As my fweet Richard , yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne forrowripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles,arfomething it grieves. 

More than with partihg from my Lord the King. 

Bapi. Each fub fiance of a griele had twenty fhadows 
Which fhewes like griefe it felfe,but is not fo: 

For forrowes eye glazed with blinding tearcs. 

Divides one thing intire, to many obje&s 
Like perfpeftives, which rightly gaz’d upon. 

Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 

Diftinguifht forme: fo your'fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure, " 

Find fiiapcs of-griefe,more then himielfe to waile, 

Wliich look'd on as it is, is nought but finadowes 
Cf what ft is not, thcnthrice-gracious Qjueene, 

Lord* departure weepe not ,more’ snot 
Or if it be, ti:; with falfe forrows eye, ( feene.; 

W' hich for things true, weepe things imaginary* 

$?' It'-feyBeloy but yet my inward foule 
Perlwades ms it is : otherwife how ere it be, 

I cannot butbeffad: io heavy fad* 

D • 3 As 
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As though Oft thinking on no thought I thinkej 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrinke. 
BuJh.'Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady,) 
^w.’Tis nothing leffe : conceit is (fill deriu’d 
From feme fore father greefc, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething gricfe, 
Orfomething,hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tisin reverfion that I doe poffeffe, 

But what it is,that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name/tis namelelle woe 1 wot. Enter Green* 
Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 

I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. ( men; 

£1 ’> 4 . Why hop’ftthou fo? ’I is better hope he is: 

For his defignes crave halfe, good hope, : V ‘ V ' 

Then wherefore dolt thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree- That he our hope^might have retyr d his power, 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land,. y 
The banifh a Bullingbrooke repeales himtelfe. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d 
At Rauenfpurg. 

Now God in heaven forbid. 
qree- O Maddam’tis too true: and that is, worfe. 

The L. Northumberland, his young ibnne,f/my Percy 
The Lords of Roffe,# eaumond y znd Willoughby. 

With all their powerful! friends are fled to him. 

Bujh. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland 
And the reft of the revolted faction, Traytprs ?, 

Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Worcefler 
Harh broke his ftaffe , refign d his Stewardfhip, (brook. 
And all the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bnllen. 

Qu. So Greene , thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
Kn&BHllingbrooke my forrowes dilmall heyre: 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy, • 

And I a gafping new delivered mother, 

Haue woe to woe forrowto forrow ioyn’d. 

Bufh. Defpaire not Madam. 

£h*. Who fhall hinder me? 

^ ‘ i win ; 



xiff? jcWmi » 

I will defpaire, and be at emnity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Paralite, a keeper backe of death, 

Who gently would diffolrle the bands or life, 

Which falfe hopes : linger in extremity- 
Enter Torke • 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorkef 

J?u. With fignes ofwarre about his aged necke, 

Oh full ofcarefullbuflneffe are his lookes: 

Vncle/or heavens fake {peake comfortable words. 

Tor. Comfort’s in Heaven, and weare on the earth, 
Wberenotbing lives but croffes>care,and griefe : 

Your husband he is gone tofave farre off, 

Whilft others come to make hisloofe'at home ; 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fupport myfelfe: 

Now comes his ficke houre that his furfeit made. 

Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him- 
Enter a Servant* 

Ser-My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 
Tor. He was : why fo, goe all which way it will : 
The Nobles they are fled,the Commons they are cold. 
And will I feare revolt on Herefords fide. 

Sirra, get theeto Plafhy to my filler Ghfier, 

Bid her fend meprefentlya thoufand pound,' 

Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot 

To tefl your Lordflfip.to day Icame by, and call’d there 
But I fhall grieve you to report the reft. 

Jor* What is’t knave? 

Jn An houre before I came, the Dutcheflfe di’de.’ 

/o. Heaven ror his mercy , what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once > 

I know not what to doe: 1 would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath not provok’d him to it ) 

TLeKing had cut off my head with my brothers. 

^ hat, are there poftes dtfpatcht for Ireland ? 

How fhallvye doe for money for thefe warms ? 

Come 
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Gome fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemep, will you mutter men? 

Ifl know how, or which way to order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thru ft into my hands. 

Never belecve me. Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one i$ my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend : the other againe 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom confidence, and my kindred bids to right, 
Well. fomevvhatvvc mutt doe : Come Cofin, 

He diipofe of you. Gentlemen, goe mutter up your men. 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftie : 

I fhould to Plafhy too,but time will not permit, 

All is uneven,and every thing is left at fix and feven. Ex, 
Bftjh . The wind fits faire for nevves to goe to Ireland, 
But none returnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’ enemy, is all impcfflible. 

Gree. Befides ourneerenefle to the King in love, 
Isneeretbehate of thole love not the King. 

Bag. And. that’s the wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their purfes, and wholo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate- 
i Bup>. Therein the King ftands generally condemn’d* 
Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaufewehavebeene everneerethe King. 

. <7rc<?.Wel!: I will forrefuge ftreight to.Brittoll Cattle, 
The Earle of W iltfhire is, already there. 

Bufb. Thither will I with yon, for little office 
W ill the hatefull Commons performe for us, 

Except like Curres, to teare us all in pieces : 

Will you goe along with us? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maiefty : 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We three here part,that nevT fhall mcete againe. 

. Bu. That’s as Borky thrives to beate backe Bttllinbrw*!' 
Gr, Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 



f^umnnngiand^d drinking Ocean# dry. 

Where one on his fide fights,thoufands will flye. 

Bujh. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever* 
Well, we may meet againe. 

Bag. I feare me never* Exit* 



ft* 



Enter the Duke ofHereford, and Nonhtim- 

berland. 

• 2?«/.How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 

A Tor, Releeve me noble Lord, 
lama ftranger herein Gloflerjhire. 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayesj 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them weary fome: 

And yet our faire difeourfe hath beene as Sugar, 
Makingthe hard way fweet and deled! able 
But I bethinke me, what a wear y way 
From Ravenfpurgh to Cottfhold will be found. 

In Rojfe and H'i//o»gh6y,'mnting your company 
Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The teadioufnefle,and proceffe of my travefE 
But theirs is fweetned with the hope to Have 

The prefent benefit that T poffeffe : 

And hope to joy, is little leffe in toy 

Then hope enjoy'd: By this, the weary Lords 

SMI makctheir way feemefliort.as mine hath done, 

Byl 1 ghtofwhatJhav(!,y o 0 ,Nd( )lcc<)mp , 

B„l. Of much lertc va/eiv is my company 1 
Then your good words; but who comes here f 
* Enter H. ” ‘ ,r ^ 

Ner., It is my fbnne, young 
Sent from my brother Woreeft 
Harry how fares your Vnde 

Percy 



t. K 



whepcefoeyer. 
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health of you* 

AW. Why is he not with the Queene ? 
Pfrcj'.Nojmy good Lord, he hath forfookethe Co® 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and dtfperit 
The Houfnbld of the King* 

JVer* What was his real on ? 

Hewas not forefolv’d, when we laftfpake together. 

/V^.Becaufe.your LOrdfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer lervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent.me overby Barkely, todifcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direction to rcpaire to Ravenfpurgh. 

Nor- Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy!) 
Percy . No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re 1 did remember : to my knowledge, 

3 never inmy life did looke on him* 

Nor. Then learnc to know him now: this is the Duke* 
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, ana young, 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirme 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bul.l thanke thee gentle Percy, and be furs 
1 count myfelfein nothing elfe lb happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good friends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love, 

Jt fhall be Bill thy true loves recompence, , 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thuf fealesit. 

Nor. Bow-farre is it to Barkley ? and what ftirre 
Kecpes good old- Tor he, there,witn his men of warre ? 

Percy. There Bands the Cattle, by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men,as 3 have. heard, 

And in it are the Lords of . ToyJ^e, Barkely ,and Sejmor y , 
None elle of Name, andnoble eftimate* 

Enter Rojfe, and PPilldughby. ... 

Nor, Here comes the Lords of Roj]},&nd WilhHWt 

Bloody 
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Bttl- Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfues 
A banifht Traytor jail my Trea fury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d. 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence* 

Kof. Your prefence makes vs ricb,moft Noble Lord, 
ml. Andfarrefurmounts our labour to attaine it, 

Eul. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poorc. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely. 

Nor.lt is my Lord of Barkely as I gueflc. 

Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my meffage is to you. , 
Bui, My -Lord, myanfweris to Lane after. 

And l amcometofeckethat name in England 
And T muft find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark. Miftake me not,myLord,’tisnot my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord,I-come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of T orkeyo know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the ablent time, 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes* 
Enter Torke . 

Bui. I fhall not need tranlport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle* 
^.shewmethy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofeduty is deceivable and falfe, - 
Bui, My gracious Vncle. ""a. 

lor. Tut,tut,Grace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Traytors Vncle ; and that word Grace 
In an ungracious mouth, is but prophane* 

Why have tbefebamfh’d, and forbidden Lee^es 

5J L oncc , t0 t0 , uch th L e dnftof Englands Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dar’d to mardi 
So ma ny mUes upon her peacefuJ1 B y ofom a to ™rdi 

Frighting her pale fac’d Villages with Wane 
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And oftentation of defpifed Armes ? 

Com’ ft thou becaule th’anoynted King is hence? 

Why foolifh Boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loy^ll Bofomc lyes his power. . 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy leife, 
Refcued the blacks Prince-, that young Mars of men, 
From forth the Rankes pf many thousand French: 

Oh then , how quieklyfhould- this. Arme of mine, 
Now prifoner to the Piafhy , ch^ftife thee, 

And minifter corre&ion to thy fault, 

Bui, My gracious Vncle, let me know my fault, 

On what condition ftandsit,and wherein ? 

Tor.Even in condition of the worft-degree, 

Ingrolle Rebellion, and detefted Trealon : 

Thou art a banifla’d man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

Tn braving Armes ag drift thy Soveraigne.. 

'Bui. As I was baoiftfd,T was banirh’d Hereford , 
But as a I come, I come for Lancatter- 
And noble Vncle, ibefeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my Father ,for me thinkes in you 
I fee old Gaunt zlive- Oh then my Father, j^iii s 
Will you permit, that I fhall ftana condemn'd 
A wandringV agabond,my Rights and Royalties 
Pltickt from my armes perforce,and given away 
To upftart unthrifts ? W hetefore was I borne ? 

If that my Coufin King, be King of England, 

It muff be granted, I am Duke of Lancafter- 
You have a lorvic ,-^umerle } my.Noble Kinfman, 

Had you firft died and he bin th.us trod downe. 
Befihould have found his V tide G’^wrafather; 

To rowze his wrongs, and <fo$fe theta sothe bay » ; x- 
I am denydl^6^.m^itg^b«:4iiio :oj ■' s-> 

And yet my Letters Pattens give me leave y;,\ ■ "■> ’ v 
My fathers goods are all diftcaynd, and Ibid, i Vy? 
And thefe, and all atniUb ;implo.yd^ ; ! P nj ^ 
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What would you haveme doe ? I amafubied, 

Arid challenge Law, Attorneycs are denyd me, 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 

To mine inheritance of free Delicent. , ,, 

A Tor. The Noble Duke hath beene too much abus a. 
Ref.lt Bands your Grace upon to doc him right, 
ml. Bafemenby his endowments are made great, 
TV-My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my tofins wrongs, 

And labour’d all i could to doe him right : 

Bin in this kind,to come in braving Armes, 

Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out Right with wrongs, it may not be 5 
And you that doe abeit him in this kind, 

Cherifo Rebellion, and are Rebels all- 

TV. The Noble Duke hath fworne his comming is 
But for his owne,and for the right of that. 

We all have ftrongly fworne to give him ayd. 

And let him nev’r fee j‘oy,that break s that oath. 

Per, Well, well, 1 fee the iffue of thefe Armes, 

3 cannot mend it, I muft needs confefle, 

Becaufe my power is weake , and all ill left 5 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, ana make you ftoope 
Vntothe Soveraigne mercy of the King- 
But fince I cannot, be it knownc to you, 

1 doe • remaine as Neuter- So fare you well, 

Vnleffe you pleafe to enter in the Cattle, 

And there repofe you forthis Night- .sc; od o ; 

Bui. An offer Vnde s that we will accept : 

But we muft winne your Grace to goe with us 
To Briftoll Cattle., which they fay is held 
By BufhiefBa-grt^xA their Gompliccs, 

The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which I have fworne to weede,and pluke awayi 
Por. Tt may be I will goe with you,but yet ile pawfe, 
K>r I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Not Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
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Enter Salisbury and a Captaine , 

CaptMy Lord of Salisbury ^we have ftayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together. 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King; 

T herefore; we w ill difperfe our felves: farewell. 

Sal* Stay yetanotherday, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidencein thee. 

fapt. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ftay ; 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are .wither’d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven ; 

The pale-fac d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-lookt Prophets whifper fearefull change ; 
Rich men looke fad, and Ruffians dance and leape, 
Theoneinfeare,to lofewhat they, enioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 

Thefc fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As wcllaffur d Richard their King is dead. Exit* 

Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauymind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a fhooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 

W itnefling ftormes to ; come, woe, and unreft : 

Thy friends are fled,to waite upon thy foes, 

Ana croffely to thy good,all fortune goes. 



Exit* 
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Tertm y . Scxna Vrima. 



Enter BuUingbrockeft orle^ftPorthuniber tandp 
Rojfe, Percy , Willoughby ; with Bujhy 
and Greene , prisoners. 

Bui . Bring forth thefe men : 

B ufhy and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

( Since prefentiy your foules muft part your bodies) 
With two much-urging your pernitious liues. 

For ’twere no Charity : • yet to wafh your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You have mif-led a Prince, aroyall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qpeene and him. 

Broke the Pofleflion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn'd the beauty of a faire Quecnes Cheekes, 
VVith teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Neereto the King in Blood , and neere inlove. 

Till you did make himmif-interptet me. 

Have ftoopt my necke under your iniuries, 

And figh’d my. Englilh breath in forraigne Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banilhment; 

While you have fed- upon my Seigniories* 

Dif-park'd my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft woods ; 
From mine owne windowes torne my Houfhold Goat, 
Raz'd out my Imprefe,leaving me nofigne, 

Save mens opinions,and my living blood. 

To fhew the world I am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more then twice all this. 

Con- 



Condemnes yoniotFedeath • lee 
To execution , and the hand of death# 

Bujh. More welcome is the flroke of death to me, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England. 

Gree. My comfort is, that Heaven will take onr foules, 
And plague iniuflice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens fake,fairely let her be intreated. 

Tell her,I fend to her my kind commends ; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliver’d. 

Ter. A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue to her at large. 

2 »AThankes gentle Vncle: come Lords away, 

To fight with Gendoure , and his Complices ; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exunt, 



Sc Tend Secunda . 



Drums , Flourifh, and Colours* 

Enter Richard, Aumerle ,Carltle , and Soul diets . 

Rich. Barkloughly Caftlccall you this at hand? 

Au. Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late telling on the breaking Seas ? 

A ich . Need s muft I like it well, I weepe for ioy 
To Hand upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth,I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee withtheir Horles hoofes: 
Asa long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So vvcepingjmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Roy all hands, 

Feed not thy So veraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort his ravenous fence : 
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But let thy Spiders that fucke tip thy venom*. 

And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which withufurping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofomc plucke a Flower, 
Gpard it I prethee with a lurking adder, 

Whole double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 

Mocke not my fencelelfe Conjuration : Lords j 
This earth Ihall have a. feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowls Rebellious Armes. 

C*r.Feare not my Lord ,that power that made yon King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all* 

Aum.Wt meanes 3 my Lord,that we are too remilfe, 
Whileft Bullingbrooke through their fecurity, 

Growes flrong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich . Difcomfortable Cofin, knoweft thou not. 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe,that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unleene. 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders,! reafons, and detefled finnes 

(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backes) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling atthemfelvcs. 

So when this! hiefe,this Tra.ytor Bullingbrooke f 
Who all this while hath rCuell- d in the Night, 

Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eafl, 

HisTreafons will fit blufhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the fight of day ; 

But lei fe-affrighted ,’tremble' at his : fioneT' c ‘ 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 

tu° u Vafll the Balme from an anoynted Kiny ; 

The .breath of worldly men cannot depofe 1 

F 



The 



TheDeputy ele&ed by the Lord : 

Lor every ma| that 1 Sultmgbrooke hath preft, 

To lift fhrevvd Steele againft our Golden Crovvne 
Heaven for \As Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angelh. then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mofi fall/or Heaven ftill guards the right* 
Enter Salisbury, 

Welcome my Lord,how farre off lyes your power ? 

Sahsb, Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord 
Then this weake arme; difeomfort guides my tongue" 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire : * 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy aayes on Earth : 

Oh call backe Ycfter day, bid time returne , 

And thou fin It have twelve thoufand fighting men : 
Today, today, unhappieday too late 
Orethrovves thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, and thyState, 
Forall the Welch-men hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke y difperfi, and fled, 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace io 
pale ? 

Rich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men - 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo much b)ood thithercome againe. 

Have I notreafon to Jookepale, and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe } flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride- 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
'Rich. I had forgot my felte- Am I not King? 
Awake thou fluggard Maj’efty, thoufleepeft: 

Is not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 
Arme, arme my Name: a puny fubiecft ftrikes 
At thy great glory, Looke not tothe ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know myVnde Torke 
Hath Power enough to feryc our turne, 

B ut who comes here A , ■ gnter Scmf. (- 

Scroof t.U ore health and happinelfe betide my Lieg s > 

Then 
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Then can my care-tun' d tongue deliver him- > 

Rich. Mine eare is open,and my heart prepar d? 

The worft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 

Say,Ts my Kingdotne loft . ? why 'twas my Care : 

And what lofle is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater heftiallnotbe : If heferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too j and be his Fellow fo- 
Revolt our fubje&s ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us : 

Cry Woe,Deftru£Hon,Ruine,Lo{fe,Decay, 

The worft is Death, and death will have his day* ^ 

Scroof if -Glad am I ,that your Highnefl’e is lo arm’d 
Tobeare the tidings of Calamity, 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy day, 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all dilfolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwclls the Rage 
Of Bullingbrooke^ covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele,and heartsharder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm'd theirthin and hairelefle Scalps 
A gainft thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake-bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In ftiffe unwieldy Armes : againft thy Crovvne 
1 hy very Beadf-men learne to bend their bovves 
Of double fatallEugh : againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffe-VVomen manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebel]. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to tell. 

R ich. Too welftoo wellthou tel lift a Tale fo ill* 
Where is the Earleof Wiltfhire Pjwhere is Bagot ? 

, What is become of Bujhy ? whereis Grecue ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafure our Confines with fuch peacefull fteps ? 

If we prevaiic, their hands (hall pay for it* 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Lord Vt * CC haVC they mac!e Wlth him intJcede (my 
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Oh Villaines,Vipers, damn’d without redeijw' T 
Dogs, eafily won to fawne on any man, ™ cn ' 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fling m yj, ej 
Three Iudafles, each one thrice worfe then I»dl 1 1 
Would they makepeace? terrible Hell makewarre 
Vpon their fpotted Tonies for this Offence. 

Scroope , Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property 
Turnes to the low re ft , and moft deadly hate ; 1 

Againe uncurfe their foules: their peaeeismade 
VV ith Heads,and not with bands : thofe whomyoucHrft 
Have felt the worft of deaths deflroying hand. 

And lye full low, grav'd in the hollow ground. 

■Aunt' Is Bufiy fircene, and the Earle o f W i Itfhire dead 
Scroope. Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads- 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. Wo matter where, of comfort no man fpeake: 
let’s talke of Graves, of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write forrow in the bofome of the Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath, . 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives, and all are Bnlhngbrookes ) 

And nothing can we call our owne,but Death, 

And that fmall modell of the: barren. Earth, 

Which ferves as pafte,and cover to our bones: 

For Heavens fake let us fit upon the ground. 

And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings ; 

How fome have beenc depos’d, feme fiaine invvarre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they havexiepos’d. 
Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d) 
All murther’d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes Death his C ourt, and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at bis pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchic, be fear’d, and kill with lookes, , 
Infilling him with felfe and- vaine conceit, ‘ 



vs xr this Hefh , which walls about our Life, 

Were Braffe impregnable : and humor’d thus, 
Comesatthe laft, and with a little Pihne 
Boares through his Caftle Walls, aud farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flefli and, blood 
With folemne Reverence: throwaway Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but m’ftooke me all this while .• 

I live with bread like yon , feeleWant, 

TafteGriefe, need Friends : fubje&ed thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Car/. My Lordjwifemen ne’rewaile their prefent Wbes, 
But prefently prevent the wayes to waiie : 

To feare the Foe,fince fea're oppreffeth ftrength. 

Gives in your weakeneife, ftrength unto your Foe ; 

Feare, ana be flame , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deflroying death* 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Aum . My Father hath a PoWer,enquire of him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe. 

Rich. Thou chid’ft me welhproud Bullingbroo\e I come’ 
To change biowes with thee, for our day of Doomc : 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne'. 

An eafie taskeitisto win-our owne. 

Say S croope , where -lies our V ncle wit h his Power ? 
Speakefweetly man, a] though thy lookesbe fowre* 
Scroope. Men ludge by the complexion of-the skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day. 

So may youby my dull and heavy Eye: . 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay 
I play the torturer, by fmall and fmall 
Tolengtheftout the worft,that rnaftbe fpoken, 

Y our V nsle T ork< is joyn d with Builingbrool^e , “ 

And all your Norcherne Caftles yeiided up. 

And all your fontherne Gentlemen in Aimes 
Vpon his Fait ion, 

-R/rA.Thcii fiaftfayd enough. 

Beflirevv the&Coiin, vvhica didft lead mefor&h - 
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Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire : — 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate him everlaftingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there He pine away, 

A King,Woes Have, (hall Kingly Woe obey: 

That power I have, difchargc,and let ’em goe 
To care theLand,that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none. Let no man fpeake againe 
Toalter this, forcounfoile is butvaine, 

-dum. My Liege,one word* 

Rich. He does me double wrong, 

That wound s me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day. Exe/t. 



Selena Tertia. 



Enter with Drum and Colours ^B ullingbroobe ^l'orke i 
Northumberland , Attendants. * 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The W elchmen are difpers’d, and Salisbury 
Js gone to meetc the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private fnends,upon this Coaft. 

N or. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not farre from hence,.hath hid his head. 

1 or. It would beleeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: a Iacke the heavy day, 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 

Nor. Your G race miftakes: onel y to be briefe. 

Left I this Title out. 

Bor. The time hath beene, 

Would you havebecni fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to Ihortenyou, 
lt)r taking fo the head j your whole heads length* 

B»U 




’Bui. Mi flake not(Vncle) farther than you fhould. 
TV.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fhou/d, 
Leafl you miftake, the heavens are ore your head. 

Bui. 1 know it (Vnc'e) and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

W elcome Harry : what, will not this Caftlc yceld 1 
Per.T he Caflle royally ismann’d, my lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bui. Royally ? Why, it contaynes no King ? 

P er. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits ofyond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle^Lotd Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope , befides a Cleargy man 7 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor. Oh,belikeit is the Bifhop ofCariile. 

Bui. Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parley 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver: 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knees doth kitfe 
King 1 \ichards hand, and fends allegeance 
And true fayth of heart to hisroyall Perlon: hither come 
venat his feete,to lay myarmesand power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal'd, 
nd Lands reftor d againe, be freely granted: 

Ir not, ile ufe th advantage of my power. 

And lay thefummers duft with fhowers of blood 
Kayndfromthe wounds of flaughter’d Englifhmen; 

I h f W r hl f h ^ OVV / ar £ e off from the mind of Bullingbrooke 
It is, fech CnmfonTempeft fhould bedrench 
e relh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land 
My ftooping duty tenderly fhall fhew. 

oefignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the Grafiie Carpet ofthis plaine 

fe? ‘ h '"oyfe of threnning Drum, 
nat from this Caftels tatter'd Battelments 

Our 

. 
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Our faire Appoyntments may be well perus d 
Me thinkes King Richard' and my felfe fhould meete 
With no lefi’e terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water, whentheir thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy chcekes of Heaven': 

Be he the fire , Ilebexhe yeilding Water j 
The race be his, while on the Earth I raine 
My .Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King Richard howhelookes. 

Parle without, and an fiver within : then a Flourijh. 
Enter on the Walls R ichard, Carlde ,Aumerle,Stm^ 
Salisbury • 

See, fee, King Richard dothhimfelfe appeare 
As doth the blufhing difcontented Sunne, 

From cut the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glory, and to ftaine theira# 

Of his bright paffage to the Occident. 

Tor. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
( As bright a sis the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majetty : alacke,alacke,forwoe. 

That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a fhow- 

Bich. We are.amaz’d,and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearcfull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe thy lavvfull King: 

And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty of our prefence? 
Ifwebenot,fhewus the hand ofGod, 

That hathdilmis’d us from our Steward fhip, 

For well we know no hand of blood and bene 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnlefle he doe prophane, tteaieor ufurpe- 
And though you thinke, that all as you have done, 
Havetorne their foules,by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends: 

Yet know,my matter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muftring in his Clouds, in our behalfe, 

Afgdes of Peftilence,and they (hall ftrike ^ 



Your Children yet unboriife, and unbegot. 

That lift your VafTall hands againft my head, 

th , e m y precious Crowne. 

Tell Btilhngbroeke, for yond me thinkes he is 
That every ftnde he makes upon my Land * 

Is dangerous Treafon: he is come to ope * 

The purple Teftament of bleeding Wane • 

Butere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace 
Tenthoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face ” 
Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew F 
Her paftors Graffe with faythfull Erfgii/h blood 

T r hc Heaved forbid our Lord the *Kinc, 

Should fo with cml and vucivill Armes S 

e rufh d upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin 

His commmg hither hath no farther fcooe^ 

Which on thy 

^ Speakt 




Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

We doc debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not; 

To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake To faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

^»w.No,good my Lord,!et’s fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords* 
Rich, Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
Thatlayd the fentence of dread Banifiiment 
On yond proud man, ihould take it of againe 
With words of footh : O that I were as great 
A sis my Griefe, or lefler than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene. 

Or not remember what I mull be now- 

Swell’ ft thou proud heart ? He giue theefcopeto bcate, 

Since foes have fcope to beate both thee and me. 

~Ah. Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbroo ly. 
Rich. What mull the King doe now ■ muft he fubmift 
The King (hall doe it',: Mull he be depos'd ? 

The King (hall be contented : Muft helofe 
The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe. 
lie give my Icwels for a let of beades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

M y gay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowne, 

’My figurd Goblets, for a Difh of Wood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffe, 

My Subjects , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingcfpmc , for a little Grave, ■ tb. 
A little little Qrave, an ob.fcure Grave • 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way, 

Some way of common Trade, where Subjects feete 
May howrely trample, on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they tread now , wnileft Hive ; 

And buried once, why not upon my. Head ? 

jiumerle , ’ imu wegp.’ift (.pay iten^r -Jiearted Colin ■) 
VVee ? le make foule Weather with del pifed Teares 
Ourfighs, and they, {hall lodge the Summer Cornc, 
And make a' Dearth in teyoltiog. Landf ^ 



mm "i in 

of iucrara the jecond. 

■Or fhall we play the wantons, with our woes. 

And make fome pretty match with /bedding teares ? 

As thus : to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

Within the Earth: and therein Jayd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ill, doe well ? well,weII,I/ee 
J talke but idly,and you mocke at me. 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

VVhat fayes King BulUngbrooke ? will his Ma/eftv 
G ive Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? • 

You make a leggeand BulUngbrooke (ayes I 
Nor. My Lord, in the bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe 
Rich. Downe, downe r come,like glift’ring Phaeton * 
Wanting the manage of unruiy lades- 1 

In the bale Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bale 
I ocome at Traytors calls, and doe them grace. (Kin"’ 
In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, downe 

F °« N / ,S w? W r eS n ! r - lke5 where mounting Larks /hould 
Bui. What fayes his Majefty > (fine. 

Nor .Sorrow and griefe of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man: 

Yet he is come. 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And (hew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord- 
Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee, 

I o make the bafe earth proud with killing it. 
Meutherhad, my heart might feele youflove 

Than my unpleas d Eye C ol M cW 

vp Cohn, up, your Heart is up,r know 
us high at leaft, although your knee' be low 

As “y yol7oK, d LOld>) 

G 2 Rich 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.g.ig) OctaVO 






Eater Queene ,axd two Ladies * 
gu* What /port lhall we devife here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 
Z.*.Madam,weTep!ayat Bowles. 

■9_«.’Twill make me thinkethe world is full of Ruts. 



And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madam, we’le Dance. 

Qu. My leggescan keepeno meafure in Delight, 
When my poore heart no meafure keepes in Griefc* 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other Iport. 
La* Madam, we’le tell Tales. 

^g.Offorrow, or of griefe ? 

La* Ofeyther Madam* 

£hi,. Of neyther Girle, 

For if of ioy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of lo 
Of if of griefc, being altogether had. 

It addes more forrow to my want of 
For what I have, I need not 



i we Lift ana 






Rich . Wellyoirdeferv d : • 

They well deferueto have, 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get 
Vncle give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes, 
Teares fhew their love, but want their remidies* 
Cofin-Iam too young to be your Father, 

T hough you are old enough to be my Heit 
What you will have. He give, and willing 
For doe we muft, what force will have us doe. 
Set on towards London: 

Cofin,is it ' 

Bui. Y 
Rich* 



* ' W Aiotufd tne fecona . 

And what I want, it bootes not to complaine'. 

La. Madam , lie ling. 

^y.’Tis well thatthou haft caufe • 

But thou fhomld ft pleafe me better, woitld’ft thou vveepe. 
La. r could weepe, Madam , would it doe you good. 
Sift. And 1 could fing, would weeping doc me good. 
And never borrow any Teareofthee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants* 

Butftay, heere comes the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the fhadow ofthele Trees- 
My wretchedndle,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’letalke of ftate : for every one doth Co, 

Againft a change ;Woe is fore runne with woe’ 
TrT f L ff£oe binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 
Which like unruly Children,make their^Syre 

Stoupe with opprdfion of their prodigall wei°ht ; 

Give fome fupportanee to the bending twigges- 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of, too fall growing Iprayes. 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth s 
All muftrbe even, in pur Governement. 
tu* U Inrploy d , I will goe root sway 
The noy fome weedes, that without profit fucke 
The Soyles fertility from wholcfome flowers* 

.frr.Why fhould we,in theeompalfe of a Pale, 

Kcepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion. 

Shewing as in a Modell our firme ftate ? 

When our Sea-walled Garden,(the whole Land ) 

Jslull of Weedes, her faireft Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruin d, her Hedges ruin’d, 

Her Knots diforder d,and her wholefome Hearbes 
Swarming withGaterpillers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring, 
S h ^ h, T fofe met with the Fall of Leafe. 

That feemM ^ ^ kr°ad-fpreading Leaves did ftieltcr, 
CaUng J him ? to boldhim up, 

Arepijlj d up, Root, and all, by Ettllingbrooke $ 

G 3 3 
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me juijtrwia 

I meanethe Earle of Wiltflbir 
Ser> What are they dead ? 

Card' They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath feiz’d the waftefull King* 
Whatpitty is it, that he hath not trim’d 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeare > 
And wound the Barke,thc skin of our Fruite-trees ' 

Lea ft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, * 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had hedone fo.to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to beare, ana he to tafle 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
■We lop away, that bearing boughes may live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wafte and id!ehoures,hath quite thro wne downs. 
^«r.VVhat thinke you the King ftiall be depos’d ? * 
GW.Dcpreft heis already, and depos'd 
Tis doubted he will be* Letters came laft night 
To adeare friend of theDukeof Porke, 

Ihattell blacke tidings* 

i£«.OhI amprcftto death, through want oflpeaking; 
Thou old -Adams likenefie, fet to drefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfli tongue found this unpleafing 
W hat £w,what lerpent hath fuggefted thee, (newes ? 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ft thou, lay King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’ft thou, (thou little better thing then earth) 

Eivine his dcwnefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam'll thou by this illtyaings? Speake thou wretch. 

Gvm/.Pardon me Madam. Little /oy have I 
Tojbreath thefe newes ; yet what Ifay,is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Etillingbroeke, their fortunes both are weigh’d i 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities, that make him light : 

-But in the Ballanceof great Tlullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, ( 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard down*. 
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"Foil you to London, and you’l fade it lb, 

I lpeakeno more, then every one doth know*. 

83- Nimble mifchance,that art fo light of foot e 
Doth not thy Embalfage belong tome? * 

And ami laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe 
To meet at London, Londons King in woef * 

What,wa si borne to this? that my fad looke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bulhngbrooke » 
Gard ner, for telling me this newes of woe/ * 

I would the Plants thou graft's mJy ncver E 
Gard. Poore Qgeene , lo that thvftar^ S,.- l. , 

I would my skill were fubieft to thy curfe • 8 f worfe° 

Heredid Ihedropa teare, here in this % c ( ? 

lie fet a Banke ofRew,(fowre Herbe of Grace- ) 

Rue,ev n for ruth, here Ihortly fliall be feene 
n the remembrance of a weeping Queene. * Exit’ 



QndvUis^ Sccena 

£** erait0 the Parliament i Bullingbrooke Aumerle Nor u 
0 fWeftrmnSter. Herauldj Office rs, and Bagot. 

Rxl. Call forth Bagot, : 

aS &Sjsg a sags: 

ime,when &**»■ death wa s plotted, 

I 



. 
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1 heard you fay. Is not my arme of length. 

That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As farre as Cal!is,to my Vncles head ? 

Amongft much other talke,that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe 
Thecfferof anhundred thoufand Crownes. 

Then Bullingbrookes retume to England ; ad ding withall, 
How bleft this Land would be,intbis your Cohns death. 

Aum> Princes and .Noble Lords : 

What anfwer (hall lmaketothisbafe man : 

Shall 1 fo much difhonour my faire ftarres, 
Onequalltcrmes to give him challiccment? 

Eyther I muft,or have mine honour fpoyl’d 
■\Vith th* Atteindor of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manual! feale of death 
That markes thee out for hell. Thou lyeft, 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd,is falfe, 
in thy hearts , blood, though being all too bafe. 

To ftainc the temper of my Knightly fwoid. 

‘Bul.Bagot forbeare,thou fhalt not take it up. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all this prefence, that hath moved me fo. 

Fit*.. If that thy valour Hand on fympathies : 
There is my Gage, Attmerle , in Gage to thine : 

By. that faire funne, that fhewes me where thou Hand’d, 
1 heard thee fay,(and vantingly thou fpak’tt it) 

That thou wer’t caufe of Noble Glojf ers death. 

If thou denied it,twenty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

W here it was forged with my Rapiers poynt. 

Autn.Xhou dar’ftnot (Coward) live to fee the day. 

Fit** Now, by my Soule, I would it were this houre- 

Aum»Fitz,water % hou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Per. tenter lyeft: his honour is as true 
In this appeale, as thou art all uniuft : 

And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee, to th* extrcameft poynt 
Of mprtall breathing. Seize.it if thou qaiih 



Aunt. And if I doe not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandifh more revengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Sur- My Lord FitzjtvaterX 
I doe remember well, the very time 
Juwrte , and you did talke. 

Fitz- My Lord, 

'Tis very true: You were in prefence then ; 

And you can witneffe with me, this is true. 

Sur . As falfe, by heaven, 

As heaven it felfeis true. 

Fitzjt Surry y thou lyeft, 

Sur. Difoonourable Boy j 
That lye fhalllyefo heauyonmy fword. 

That' it fhall render Vengeance and Revenue, 

Till-thou the Lye-giver ,and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull- 
Inproofe whereof,there is mine Honours pawne 
Engage it to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft. 

,F. How fondly doll thou fpurre a forward Horfe ? 
If I dare eate,or drinke,or breath, or live, 

I dare meete Surry \ na WildcrneflTe, 

Andfpit upon him,vvhilft I fay he lies. 

And lies and lies: there is my bond ofFaith, 

|o tye thee to my ftrong Correiftion. 
j 1 lnt fnded to thrive in this new world. 

Awr/fis guilty °f my true appeale. 

Befides,I heard the banifo'd Norfolk? fay 
That thou AumcrU didrt fend two of thy men 
Toexecute the Noble Dttke at Cal& J 

Th tZlrT me with a Ga s e, 

I hat hesfoere doe I throw downe this 

tin at jT e , dlfferefice sfliallall reft under Ga-e 

^ Car* 
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£ar. That honourable day (Kail ne’re be feCne* 

Many a time hath banilh d Norfoibe fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian CrofTe 
Againft blackePagans,Turkes,and Saracens: 

And toyl’d with workes of vvarre, retyr’d himfelfc 

To haly , and there at V mice gave 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whole Colours he had fought folong, 

Bui. WhyBifhop, is Norfor\e dead ? 

Carl. As fure as l live my Lord. 

Bui. Sweet peace conduct his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham . 

Lords Appealants t your differences fhall all reft under 
Till we afligne you to your dayes of Tryall. ( gage, 
' Enter Tor be. 

Torbe . Great Duke of Lancaftcr, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Mchard, who with willing foule 
Adoptsthee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the polfeflion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afcend his Throne, defcendingnow from him, 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth# 

Bui. In Gods Name, He afcend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid* 

VVorft in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake. 

Yet bell: befeeming me to lpeake the truth* 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prelence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard} then true Nobleneile would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

W hat fubjoft can give fentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is no t Richards fubjeft ?* 
Theeves are not ;udg’d,buc they arc by to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And fhall the figure of Gods Majefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, Deputy ele<5t, 

Anoyntedj Crown d and planted many yeares.' 



Be judg'd by fub;e<fts, and inferior breath,' 

And he himfelfc not prelent ? Oh,forbid,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew fofieynous,blacke,obfcenea deed* 

I fpeake to fubje&s, and a liibjeft fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven,thus boldly for bis King. 

My Lord oi' Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Iraytor to prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crcwne him, let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglifh fhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his foule A6L 
Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, ' 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound, 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabiteand this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mensfculls* 

Oh, if you reare this Houfe againft this Houfe 
It will the wc ful left Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this cuffed Earth* 

Prevent it , refift it , let it not be fo, 

Leaft Child, Childs Children cry againft you, VVoe. 

iWrjfA.Well have you argu’d sir: and for youc paines. 
Of Capuall Treafon we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weftminfter.be it your charge, 
fo keepe him lafely, till his day of Tryall. 
n P} ea ^ e ypu , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 

«//. Fetch hither Richard jtbzx. in common view 
He may futreoder : fo we fhall proceede 
V Vithout iufpition. 

^or.\ willbe his Conduct:. Exit. 

Bu/i.l ords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure yourSuretics for your Dayes of Anfwcr : 

A-ittleare we beholding to your Love 

And little look’d f 0r at your helping’Hands : 

, R-xter Rickard and Tor be. 

Before t ft Wh / am 1 fent for to a King, 
efore I have fhooke off the Regall thoughts 

H z Where*; 



Wherewith 1 reign’d-? I hardly yet have learn’d' 

To infinuate , flatter , bow , and bend my Knee, 

Give Sorrow leave a w hilc , to returne me 
To this fubmiflion. Yet I will remember 
The favors ofthefe men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometimc cry. All hayle to me ? 

So Judas d id to Chrift : but he in twelve, 

Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thoufand, none, 
God lave the King : will no man fay, Amen ? 

Am I both Pried and Clarke ? well then, Amen*. 

God fa ve the King, although 1 be not he: 

And yet Amen , if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what fervice, am I lent for hither ? 

Tor. To doe that office of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Majetty did make thee offer: 

The Relignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrooke. 

Rich. Give me the Crown-Here Cofin. feize the Crown : 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another* 

The emptier ever dancing in the ayre, 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of W ater : 

That Bucket downe, andfullotTearesam I, 
Drinking my. Griefes, whilft you mount up on high, 

Bui. I thought yon had beene willing to refigne. _ 
Rich, My Crowne I am , but ftill my, Griefes are mine: 
You may my Gloriesand my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes ; ftill am I King of thole* 

TSul, Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown- 
Rich. Your Cares fet up,doe not pluck my Cares down. 
My Care* is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done. 

Your Care , isgaineof Care, bynewCarewonne 
The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne, yet ; ft ill with me they ftay ° r < 
Bul.hxt you contented to refigne the Crowne • 
Rich. I no ; no, I : for 1 muft nothing be : 
Therefore. no,no/oc 1 refigne to thee* jgj,* 



VV/yVIr 



Now, marke mehow I will undos myfelfe* 

I give this heauy weight from off my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly Iway from out my heart. 

With mine owne Teares I wafh away my blame. 
With mine owne hands I giveaway my Crowne* 
With mine owne Tongue deny my facred State, 
With mine owne breath releafe all dutious Oathes : 
All pompe and Maiefty I doe forfweare-: 

My Mannors,Rents,Revenews,I forgoe ; 

My A<fts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee* 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d, 
And thou withal! pleas’d.thathaftall atchiev’d. 
Long mayft thou live irr Richards Seateto fit. 

And l'oone lie Richard in an earthy pit* 

God faveKing un-king’ d Richard fayes. 

And fend him many yeares of funne-fhine dayes* 
What more remaines ? 



***"• i,u uiuic ; out mat you react 
ThefeAccufations,and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perffin,and your followers 
Againftthe ftate,and profit of this Land : 
that by confefling them, the foules of men 
May deeme, that you are worthily depos’d. 

Rich. Muft I doe fo ? and muft I ravell out 
My wcav d upfollyes? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not fhame thee in fo fairea troupe, 
o rcade a Tenure of them ? If thouwould’ft 
here ftiould ft thou find one haynous Article 
Comatrung.the depofing ofa King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 

_ ark d with a Blot, damn'd in the booke of Heaven* 
°f yoU;that ftand and l°oke upon me, 

Whil ft th al my wretchedneffe doth bait my felfe, 
hough fome of you, with Pilate wafh your hands, * 

H 3 „ Shew 






Shewing an outward pitty : yet you V Hates 
Have here deliver'd me to my fowre Croffe, 

And Water cannot Wafhaway your finne. 

Nor • My Lord dilpatch,reaa o’re thefe Articles. 

Rich* Mine eyes are full of teares,I cannot lee : 

And yet falt-water biindes them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of Tray tors here, 

Nay,ifl turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T* undecke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bafe.a foveraigre, a Have ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubie<ft j State, a Pefant, 

Nor. My Lord. 

"Rich. No Lord of thine, thou baught-infulting man ; 
No,nornomans Lord : I have no Name, no Title : 

No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis uforpt: alackethe heavy day. 

That I have worne lo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe,' 
Oh,that I were a mockery. King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbtaoke i 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King,great King ,and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word be fterlirg yet in Lngland, 

Let it command a mirror hither liraight, 

T hat it may (hew me what a face I have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

Bui. Coe home ofyou, and fetch a Looking-Glaffe. 
Nor. Read o'rethis Paper, while the Glafle doth ceme 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell* 
£ul> Vrge it no more my Lord Northumberland* 
Nor. The Commons will not then be fatisfy’d. 
R/cA.They-fiball be fatisfy’d: ile readeenough, 
When I doe fee the very Booke indeed, 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Enter one with a Glajft . 

Give me that Glaffe, and therein will ! rcade. 



No deeper wrinkles yet ? hath forrow ftrucke 
So many blowes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? Oh flattering GlalTe, 
Like to my followers in profperity. 

Thou do’ ft beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day/under his houlhold Roofe, 

Did keepe ten thoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac'd fomany follyes. 

That was at laft out-fac d by Bulltngbrooke ? 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face. 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fhivers. 

Marke filent King, the Morall of this (port. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face- 
A#/.The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich . Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow: ha, lets fee, 
fTisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe cxternall manners of laments. 

Are meerely fhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That fwells with filencein.the tortur’d foulej 
There lies the fubftance: and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Mecaufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Shall 1 obtained 
Bui. Name it,faire Cofin. 

Rich Faire Cofin? I amgreaterthana King: 

For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubieas ; being now a fubiea, 

^ have a King here to my flatterer : 

SK. 1 "" 00 "" d t0 



Bui. Yet aske. 
Bich, And (hall I 
Bui. You ihall.. 



have ? 



if I 



Rich. 
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Rich. Then give me leave to goe. 

Bui. Whither? 

R idj. Whither you vvill/o I were from your fights. 

Bui. Goe fome of you convey him to the Tower. 

Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

“Bui. On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felves« Exeunt. 

Abbot. A vvofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 

Carl. The woe's t© come, the children yet un-bome, 
Shall feele this day as fiharpe to them as thorne. 

alum. You holy clergy-men,is there no plot 
To rid the Realme of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely lpeake my minde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mineintents,but alfo to effedi 
What ever I fhall happen to devife* 

I fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrovv,and your eyes of teares, 

Come home with me to f upper, ile lay a plot 
Shall fliew us all a merry day. Exeunt. 



. oABm Quint m 0 Sc^na Prima. 



A 

Enter ghteene, and Ladies. 

Qu,. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To Ittlms Cafars ili-errecled Tower: 

To whole flint bofome, my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud B-nUmgbroo^e. 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Q.ueene. 

Enter Richard and Gard • 

But foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 

That you in pitty may diffolve to dew. 






And 



And vvafh him fiefii againe with true-love tearesf 
Ah than the modcll where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour,-thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous Innc, 

Why fhould hard-favor’d>griefe be lodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-houfegueft? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman, doe not lb. 
To make my end too Hidden jlearne good foule. 

To thinke our former Statea happy dreame, 

From which awak’d.the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. I am fworne Brother ( fweet) 

To grim neceftity ; and he and I 

Will keepe a League till Death- High thee to France, 

AndCloyfter thee in fome Religious houfe: 

Our holy lives muftwinanewworldsCrowne, 

Which our prophanehoures here have throvvne downe« 

G)h. What,is my Richard both in fhape and mind 
Transform’d, and weaken'd ? Hath Bullingbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect? hath hebeeneinthy heart? 
The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his paw. 

And wounds theearthjifnothingelfe, with, rage 
To be o’re-powr’d : and wilt thou,Pnpil- like. 

Take thy Correction mildly, kifle the Rodde, 

And fawne on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bealls?. 

Rtfk.JS. King of hearts indeed, if aught but heart, 

Hiad beene ftill a happy King of ,Men. 

Good (fometime Queene) prepare thee hence for France:, 
T hinke 1 am dead.and that even heare thou tak’fl, 

As from my death-bed, my laft living leave. 

In winters teadious night fit by the fire 
Yithgood old folkes., and let them tell thee tales 
Ofwoefull ages, long agoe betide : 

And ere thou bid goodnight, to quit their griefe, 

I ell thou the lamentable fall of me, 



fall Vi 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds : 
fp° r why.|the fencelelfe Brands will fympathue 
he heavy accent of my mooving tongue. 



And 
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And in companion, weepe the fire out : 

And Tome will mourne in Allies, Ibme coale-blacke 
For the depofing of a rightfnll King. 1 

Enter Norhumberland . 

North. My Lord, the mind oiBulUngbroeke is chang’d 
Youmuft toPomfret, not unto the Tower. 

And Madam,there is order ta’neforyou : 

VVith allfwiftfpeed,you mull away to France . 

Aich. Northumberland , thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time lhall not be many houres of age, 

More than it is, ere foulc linne, gathering head. 

Shall breakeinto corruption : thou fhalt thinke. 
Though be devide the Realme, and give thee halfe 
It is too little, helping him to all : 

He lhall thinke, thatthouwhich know’ll theway 
T o plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe, 

Being ne’re lo little urg’d, another way, 

To plucke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 

The Loveofwicked friends converts toFeare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both. 

To worthy Danger, and deferved Death. 1 
North . My guilt be on my Head , and there an end : 
Take leave ,and part ,for yo« mull part forthwith. 

R;c^. Doubly divorc'd ? ( bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage j 'twixt my Crowne, and me, 
And then betiwixt me, and my marrycd Wife. 

Let me un-kilfe the Oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not lb , for with a kilfe ’twas made 
Part us Northumberland I, toward s the North, 

Where fhiveringCold and SicknelfepinestheClyme : 
My Q.ueene to France : from vv hence, let forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither likefweet may ; 

Sent backe Hollowmas, orlhort’ftof day* 

.Qtf. And mull we be divided mull we part ? 
IW£.I,hand from handfmy Love) and heart fro heart* 
SlU- Bafiilh us both,and fend the King with me. 
iVafr^.That were fome Lovo> but little Pollicy. 



£L U ‘ Then whither he goes thither let me goe« 

Rich 4 So two together weeping, make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France ; I, for for thee here; 

Better farre off,than nere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe,count thy way with frghes, I ,mine with Groanes* 
longed way lhall have the longcll moanes. 

Rtch. Twice for one Hep ile groane,the way being fhort. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart, 
Come,come,in woing forrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it,there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kilfe lhall Hop our mouthes, and doubly part ; 

Thus give I mine, and thus thus take I thy heart. 

'$*? Give me mine owne againe:’ twere nogood part. 
To take on me to keepe.and kill thy heart. 

So, now I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may Ariye to kill it with a groane* 

R/cAWe make woe wanton with this fond delay; 

Once more adieu; the rell let forrow fay. * Exeunt, 



Scmia Secunda . 



i?jr.My Lord.you told me you would tell the red. 
When weeping made you breake the flory off, 

r C< ! r \ ns commin § into London. 

J W here did I leave 7 

At that fad Hoppe, my Lord. 

You would h? KS f 1 d V God 6ve <•« 
u would have thought, he very wkdowe&aksT 

So 



$t> many greedy lookes of young and old , 

Through G a Cements darted their definng eyes- 
Vpon his vifage ; and that all the walles 
With painted Imagery had fayd at once, 
lefu nreferve thee, welcome Tiulh»gf>rooke. 

Whil’ft he , from one fide to the other turning, 
TTare-headed , lower then his proud Steed s necke, 
Befpakcthemthus I thankeyou Countn-men> ; 

And thus ftili doing, thus he paft along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Rickard, where rides he the whilff? 

Torke. As in a Theater, the eyes cf men 
After a well grac’ d A&or leaves the ftagej 
Are idlely bent on him that enters nexty 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

E ven fo , or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard ; nomancridc, God lave him; 
No joyfull tongue gave him his welcome home, ^ 

But duft was chrowne upon his facred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he (hooke off. 

His face ftili combating with teares and Armies 
(The badges ofhis greefe and- patience ) 

That had notGod(for fome ftrong purpofe)fted d 
Thehearts of men, they muft perforce have melted, 
And Barbarifme it'felfe have pittied him. , 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events. 

To whofe high will weboundour cal me contents, 

To Bullingbtoohe , are we fvvorne Subj cits now, 
Whofe State-, and Honour, I for aye allow- 
Enter Aumerle . 

Dut* Heere comes my fonne ^Aumerle* 

7 or* Aumerle that was. 

But that is loll, for being Richards Friend. 

And Madam; you muft call him Rutland now ; 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

And lafting fealty to the new-made King- . 

Dut. Welcome my fonne ; w ho are the Viol ? 
That ftrew thegreene lap of thenewt°ineSpr^ 
Atm* M-adanv 1 know not, nor I great y £ 0( j 









©od knowes,I hadasliefebenoneas one* ; _ 

2V.Well,beare you well in this new-fpring of time, 
Leaft you becropt before you come to prime • (umphs? 
What news from Oxford? Hold thofe Iufts and Tri- 
Aum-Vot ought 1 know my Lordghcy doe. 

Tor* You will be there I know; 

A um* If God prevent not, I purpofefo. 

Tor .W-hat feale is that that hangs without thy bofome 
Yca,look’ft thou pale ? Let me fee the writing. 

Aum , My Lord,’tis nothing. 

Tor. No matter then who fees it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing. 

Aum* T do befeecb your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall confequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not have feene; 

Tor* Which for fome reafons fir, I meane to fee ; 

I feare,I feare* 

But. What fliould youfeare? - 
’Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is entred into 
For gay apparrell againft the Triumph . 

Tor* Bound tohimfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to. ? wife, you are a foole. 

Boy r let me fee the writing. 

Aum* I doe befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee t I fay. Snatches it* 
Treafon/oule treafbn,villaine J traytor,flave» 

But. What’s the matter, my Lord ? 

_ Hoa, who’s within there ;faddJe‘my horfe. 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

But. Why, what is’t my Lord ? 

M ^ ° r '\ G * ve me boots,I fey ; Saddle my horfe ; 

Now by my .honour, my life, my troth. 

I will appeach the villaine. • 

But* What is the matter ? 

Tor. Peace foolifh woman. 

I will not peace, what isthe' matter fon ie ? 

Thpn Goo i™ th « content, it is no more 
heqmy poore life mull anfwer. 



1 3 . 



But* 
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T>ut* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Boets'. 
r Tor. Bring my Boots, T will unto the King. 

' • *Dm. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, thou art amaz’d 
Hence Villaine,never more come in my fight. 

Tor. Give me my Boots I fay. 

Dm. Why 2V£e,what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trelpaffe of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he net like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor* Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darkeconfpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enter changeably fet do wne their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dm. He /hall be none : 

Wee’l keepehim here: then what is that to him: 

T or. Away fond woman •• were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dm. Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 
Thou wouldeft be more pittifull : 

Butoowlknow thy minde; thou do’ft fufpe# 

That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard , not thy lonne: 

Sweet Tor kg, fweet husband, be not of that mind: 
Heisaslike thee, as a man may be, 

Notliketome, noranyof my Kin, 

And yet I love him* 

Tor. Make way,unruly woman. Exit. 

Dm. After o/inmerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, ' 
Spurre poffand get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he doeaccufe thee, 
lie not be long behmde: though 1 be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground, , iit 




Till BulEngbrooke have pardon’d thee:Away,begone, Ex. 



Sc ana Inertia, 



Enter Bullingbroeke ,P ercy .and other Lords. 

Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

’Tis full three monthesfince I did fee him laft. 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)he might be found 
Enquire at London, mongft theTavernes there • 3 
For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-rellrained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay) as Hand in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour , to fupport 
So diffolutea crew- 

% f ord/ome two dayes fince 1 faw the Prince. 
And told him of thefe triumphes held at Oxford. 

A nd whatfayd the Gallant? 

JT :. His L anfwer was, he would unto the ftewes, 

Ana from the common’ll creature plucke a glove 

fcwlM ,t , asa /r nr ’ andwith ' i >« 

rte would unhorfe the luftieft challenger- 

lfcefo’n^ S r lfl ? Ut f ? s ^P’^te, yet through both, 
q ay fe, fp | arkso i be “ er ho P c : wh ich elder dayes 
ppily bring forth* But whocomes here ? 

Cofin ’ that he tees . . 

0 h*w'fome «j^e° Ur Gr * c 5' Id °' brfeecbyour ( MaI 
conference with your Grace alone. 

toat i s the themat^ Ur SjSn< ^ le3ve us here alone, 

- he matter with our Cofin now ? 

Awn. 
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Aam.Vot ever may my knees grow to the earth; 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 
VnlefTe a pardon, ere I rife or Ipeake- 

Bui. Intended or committed w a s this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love l pardon thee, 

Aunt. Then give me leave, that I may turnethekey, 
That no man enter till the tale be done, 

Bui. Have thy defire . 1 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Traytor in thy prefence there. 

BuU Villaine, ile make thee fafe* feare, 

Aum. Stay thy revengefull hand, thou haft nocaufe ts 
TV.Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King: 

Shall I for love fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore>or I will breake it open. Enter Torfa 
W.Whatis the matter (Vncle) fpeake,recover breath, 
Tell us how neere is danger. 

That we may armc us to encounter it. 

Tor . Perute this writing here.and thou (Irak know 
The realbn that my hafle forbids me (how. . 

yf«w.Remember as thou read’ll: , thy.promiie pair- 
I doe repent me reade not my name there, 

Mv heart is not confederate with my hand- 
Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did let at down?. 

I tore it from the traytors bolome,(Ki‘ g.) 

Feare and not loue, begets his penitence j 
Forget to pitty him,leaft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fling thectothe heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold conlpiracy, 

O loyall Father of a treciierons Sonne : 

Thou flreere, immaculate, and filver fountaine. 

From whence this flteame, through muddy paliage 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himlelfe. 

Thy overflow of good, converts to bad. 

And thine abundant goodnefl'e fhall excule 
This deadly plot, in thy digrefling fonne. 

Tor .So fhall my vertue be his vices bawfl, ^ 



"rj^etnanipenci mine Honour, with his fliame s 
Asthriftlefle Sonnes their feraping Fathers Gold. 

Mine honour lives when his diftionour dyes. 

Or my fham’dlife in his difhonour lies : 

Thou kill’ ft me in his life, giving him breath. 

The Traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 

Dutchejfe within. 

D/tf.What hoaf my Liege)forHeavens fake let me in. 
Bui. W hat fhrill-voic’d (uppliant makes this eager cry ? 
Dut.k Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) ’tis 1. 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

Abegger begs, that never begg’d before. 

Bui. Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 

And now chang’d to the begger, and the King: 

My dangerous Cofindet your Mother in, 

I know ihe’s come to pray for your foule fin. 

Ter. If thou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this forgivenefle , profper may. 

This Teftcr’d joynt cut off , the reft refts found, 

This let alone, will all the reft confound. Enter Dutehejfe - 
Dut.O King, heleeve not this hard-hearted man, 
love, loving not it fe'fe, none other can 
JV.Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here. 
Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

Hut. Sweet 2'«r^be.patient,heare me gentle Liege* 
2W. Rife up good Aunt. 

Hu. Notyet, I theebefeech. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgre fling Boy. 
s- Aum.Vnxo my Mothersprayers,I bend my knee* 

T orke. Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 
put. Pleades he inearneft? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayers are in jeft : 

His words come from his mouth,ours from our breft 
Heprayes but faintly, and would be deny’d, 

VVe pray with heart, and foule, and allbefide : 

K His 
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His weary joynts would gladlyrife, I know. 

Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow, 
His prayers are full of falfe hypoen'y, 

Ours of true zeale,and deepe integrity ; 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let him have 
That mercy which true prayers ovght to have. 

Bui. Good Aunt Hand up. 

*- E>nt . Nay, doe not fay Hand up. 

But pardon firft, and afterwards Hand up. 

And if I were thy Nurfe thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon fhould be the firfi word of thyfpcech. 

I never long'd to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach theehow.’ 

The word is fhort,but not fo fhort as fweet, 

No word like Pardon,for Kings mouth's fo meet* 

T w.Spcake it in French, (King) fay. Pardon ne moj . 
‘Dut. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon to deftroy ? 
Ah my fowre husbandry hard-hearted Lord, 
Thatfet’ft the word it lelfe, againll the word. 
Speake pardon as’tis currant in our Land, 

1 he chopping French we doe not underfland. 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there j 
Or in thy pittiousheart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how your plaints and prayers doe pearce, 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearfe. 

Bui. Good Aunt Hand up. 

Dut. I doe not fueto Hand, 

Pardon is all the fuk I have in hand. 

B ul. I pardon him as heaven fhall pardon me^ 

Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee: 

Yet am I ficke forfeare-, fpeake it againe. 

Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one pardon flrong. 

Bui. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dut. A God on earth thou art. 

A* A But forourtruHy brother-in*law,the.Abbor, 
With all thereH of that con forced crew, 

I^clfmStton flraight fhall dogge thematthehedes* 

Good 
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Good Vnele helpc to order feverali powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traytors are : 

They fhall not live within this world f fweare, 

But! will have them if I once knew where. 

Vnele farewell , and Co/in too adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 

DntiC ome my old fon,I pray heaven make thee new.' 

Enter Ext on ^and Servant. Exit. 

pv.Didftthou not markethe King what words he fpake. 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare • 

Was it net fo? 0 

Ser. Thofewere his words. 

Ex. Have I no friend (quoth he) he fpake it twice. 

And urg d it twice together did he not ? 

Ser. He did* 

Ex. Andlpeakjng.it he wifljy look’d on me. 

As who fhould fay, I would thou weft the man. 

That would divorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Potnfret : Come, let’s goe, 

I am the King ■ friend, and will rid his Foe. 



Exit. 



Severn Quarta., 



- Enter Richard . 

This Prir haV u bee r ne . rtud ying how to compare 
his Prifon where I Jiu Cj unto the world : * 

And f Qr became the world is populous, 

^^uota-c^ature, butmyfelfe, -T 

MvE d °- e K : yet I,e hammsr>t out. 

3 ne ^< e prove the female to mySouIe 
%foule,the ! ather: and thefe two beget 

AmfewT ° f lliU breedin g thoughts f 

peo P :e lbis JittJe world 
For no th ‘u G ‘ he P eo P Ie of this vvorld, 

thought is contented. The better fort, 
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As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With fcruples , and dofetthc Faith itfelfe 
Againft the Faith ; as thus Come little pnes ; and then 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell ( again?, 

Tothredthe potterne of a Needles eye* 

1 houghts tending to Ambition , they do plot 
Vniikely. wonders ; how thefe vaine weake nailes 
Mayteare a palfage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world; my ragged prifon walles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelve$ 3 
That they are not the firfl: of Fortunes flaves. 

Nor (hall not be thelaft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe thatlTiame 
That many have , and others muft fit there $ 

And in thisthought, they finde a kind of ea (e, 

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of fuch as have before indur’d the like* 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people, 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King ; 
ThenTreafon makes me wilh my felfe a Begger, 

And lo I am. Then crufhing penury, 

Perfwadesme, I was better when a King-; 

Then am I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinke that I am un-king'd by Bullwgbrooke, 

And ftraight amnothing.But whatere I am, Mttjiffy ' 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing (hall be pleas’d, till be be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke doe Iheare ? 
v Ha,ha ? keepe time ; How fowre fweet Muficke is, 
Whcntilfiejs broke , and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke of mens lives •* 

And here have 1 the daintinefle of eare, 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing • 

But for the Concord of my State and time. 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. * 

I wafted Time, and now doth Time wa fie me :■ 

Bor now hath time made me his numbring Clockc ■ 



— iTiifr"! " 

^.houghtl^^-d with fighes they iarre 
There watches to mine eyes the outward W atch. 

Whereto my fingcrflike aDiallspoint, 

I S poyntingftill, in clenfing them from teares® 

Now fir,the found that tel s what houre ms, 

Are clamorous grones, tnat ftrike upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : lo fighes and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, houres, and times : O but my time 
Runs poafting on,in Bnlhngbr eokes proud loy. 

While Ifiand fooling here, his j'ackeo th Clockc. 

This Muficke mads me, let it found no more,. 

For though it have holpe mad men to their w its. 

In meitfeemesjit will make wife-men mad : 

YetbleiTmg on his heart that gives it me ; 

For *tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Is a ftrange brooch,in this all-hating worlds 
Enter Groome • 

Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 

Zto/\ThankesNoble Peere* 

The cheapeft of us,is ten grotes to deare« 

What art thou ? And how corn’ll thou hither ? 

Where no man ever comes, but that fad doggc 
Thatbrings mefood,to make misfortune live? 

Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy liable (King) 
When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotten leave 
To looke upon my (fometimes Royall) matters face® 

0 how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Corronation day, 

When Btillingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 
ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid. 

That Horfe, that I lo carefully haue dreft. 

^‘^jRodehe on Barbary ? tell me gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

. Groo, So proudly, as if he had difdain dthe ground® 
Rich, So proud ..that Bullingbrooke wasori nis 
That jade hath eate bread from my Royall har 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping 
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Would he not Humble ? would he not fall downs 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did ulurpe hisbacke? 
Forgivenefle horfe ^ -why do T raile on thee. 

Since thou created to he aw'd by man 
W as’t borne to beare?I was not made a horfe 
And yet I beare a burthen like an A{Te, 
Spur-gaird,and tyr’d by jauncing B ullinglrooke. 
Enter Keefer with a dijh. 

Fellow, give place, hereisno longer flay. 

Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wer’t away. 
Groo. What my tongue dares not, that my heart (kail 
fay- Exit, 

t Keep , My Lord wilt pleale you to ft 11 too > 
f ich.Tzftoof it firft,asthou wer’t wont todoo. 
Keep.My Lord I dare not: Sir Percy of Exton, 
Who lately came from th King, commands the contrary. 

A ich. The divell take Henry of Lancafter , and thee.; 
Patience is ftaicand I am weary of it. 

Keep . Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants • 

Ri. How now? what meanes death in this rude aflault? 
Villaine, thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goe thc_u and filfanother roome in hell. 

Ext on Jfr ikes hm iiovtte. 

That hand fhall burne in never- quenching fire, 

That flaggers thus my perlon. Extonyhy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood,ftain’d the Kings’ owne land* 
Mount, mount my foule,thy feate is up on high, 

Whil’ft my grofle flefh finkes dowueward here to dye- 
Ex . Asiull of valour as of Royal i blood. 

Both havel fpilt: Oh would the deed weregood, 

For now the divell, that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

1 his dead King to the living King ile beare, 
Tajiehet^e therefl; and give theiqRuriall,h?tc.; : $xift 

Scsna 



Flourijh, Enter BttllingbrookeJfoYke>with 
other Lords, and Attendants, 

Etr/'Vnc'c Yorke.thelateft newes weheare, 

Is that the Rebels have confum’d with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Gloceflerfhire, 

But whether they be tane or flaineywe heare not 
Enter Northumberland,. 

Welcome my Lord,whatis the newes? 

Nor. Firlfto thy facred.ftate,wi(h I all happineffe- 
The next newes is, I have to London fent 
The heads of Salisbury, SpencerJB/untfirid Kent: 

The manner of their taking mayappeare 
At large dilcourfed in this paper here. 

tffy wonh 

v \a Ewer F it z,-water. 

Sjf th L dan I<*°us conferred Traitors 
^gtatOx^hydite overthrow. 

Per T\ Em ? rPer y> swd Car hie. 

^ T Vj'th clop rnn < r°’ n ^ ,Ira t0 j of We si min ft cr<> 

Hath yeilded HDhi^? jand k° VVremeIancholl >'^ 

But here l rS ^ t0 lh 

i?lfc- ,andfem 7 Ce ° fbis Fide 

fl.oofe omt’^ r 15 y ° l1r d ° 0me •’ 
w °re than thou reverend r °ome- 
S& astho« hv ft in d w ' th “ Joythyfelfe: 
n peace > d y e free from flrife : 

For 
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For though mine enemy thou haft ever becne, 

Hi^h fparkes of honour in thee I have feene. 

E titer Exton with a Coffin* 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried fearc® Herein all brc3thlc(Tc lies 
1 he mightieft of thy greateft enemies 
It^WofBurdeaux.by me hither brought. . 

BhI. Exton , I thanke thee not ,for thou haft wrought 
A deed of (laughter, with thy fatall hand. 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 

A-v.From your owne mouth my Lor d did I this deed- 
£#/.They love not poylon, that doe poylon need, 
Nor doe 1 thee : though I did wiftv hirn dead, 

Ihate the murtherer,love him murthered. 

The °uilt of conference take thou for thy labour, 

But neyther my good word,nor Princely favour. 
VVith Caine goe wander through the fhadeor night, 
And never (hew thy head by day, nor light- 
Lords,! proteft my foule is full of woe. 

That blood fhould fprinkle me, and make me grow, 
Come mourne with me, for that I doe lament. 

And put on fallen blacke incontinent! , 

lie make a voyagfc to the Holy-land. 

To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand 

March fadly after, grace my mourning here, , ' 

In weeping after this untimely beere. 
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